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into a world awash in color, where she finds 
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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


Riot! The Artistry of Consuela Hypatia Caldwell 
Jami Mills interviews the artist about the intensity of her images 
and the stunning use of color and texture in her photography. 
Sidewinder Romie Vella introduces herself to our readers 
with a beautifully written poem about things falling apart. 


The Lady in Black Ray Blue brings back the Lady in Black, 
who figured prominently in his story last month, The Swimmer. 


Transfiguration Jullianna Juliesse shares the age-old 
argument between Prudence and Lust. Find out who wins. 
The Most Seductive Thing | Wrote Today 
Mariner Trilling is at the top of his game with this romantic 
offering about the object of his affection. 


A Kajira’s Life zari gives us an articulate description of 
the life of a kajira in John Norman's Gor, and it’s anything but dull. 


BILF#1- Phil Burke Merope Madrigal describes her 
feu for another young lad with whom she would like to have 
er way. 


SLT Flynt Firebrand graces our pages with a poem about 
impermanence and how the house always wins. 


About the Cover: 
Long-time contributor of poetry and 
prose, Consuela Hypatia Caldwell takes us 


inspiration in things often overlooked by RIGS At eee, es 
the casual observer. Jami Mills gets her to Theladlinlak si: See cae 
open up about her art and her process. . Kajira’s Ei “WireBrand 
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n the fall, when people first see the 

changing leaves in New England, 

they sometimes say the hills are 
awash in a “riot of color.” While it 
would definitely be a “commotion” of 
color, if you want a full-fledged “riot” 
of color, you really must see Consuela 
Hypatia Caldwell’s exhibition of 
photographs at Crux Isle (201, 106, 
23). You know Consuela as a 
writer/poet and a regular contributor to 
rez Magazine, but I'd like to show you 
another side of this multi-faceted artist 
- - her bold, exuberant visual style. 


Although Consuela credits such artists 
as Pollock, Kandinsky, Picasso, Miro, 
Monet and Van Gogh as_ major 
influences in her art, the works that we 
feature here are not paintings but 
beautifully manipulated photographs. 
As you can see, Consuela’s passion 
explodes in these prints, and the roots 
of the strong emotional connections 
she creates perhaps more appropriately 
can be traced back to the music world. 
You can see reflected in her work the 
lush and sometimes jarring musical 
palettes of Penderecki and Stravinsky, 
and the equally bold improvisations of 
Coleman and Monk. Oh, and you can 
definitely see more than a little of the 
irreverent Frank Zappa in her work, 
whose orchestral pieces Consuela also 
cites as a significant influence. 


Consuela focuses primarily on man- 
made objects, selecting them as much 


for texture and composition as 
anything. But Mother Nature has been 
at work on them, bringing rust, rot and 
general decay. The paint flakes, the 
corrosion metastasizes, and _ the 


meticulous patterns that only nature is 


brilliant enough to create permeate her 
rich and deeply personal work. It is 


Nature’s reclaiming of these materials, 
injecting depth and texture by so 


doing, that catches Consuela’s eye and 
ours. 
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Where did she develop such an 
intimate relationship with nature? Well, 
for those of you who read her piece, 
Spring of ’&4, in the March 2016 issue 
of rez, you know that Consuela comes 
from a family of Western river guides 
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and outfitters, leading rafting trips 
through the whitewater of the 
Colorado, Salmon and Yampa Rivers. 
Many of her photographs of these 
rivers were of textured rocks and 
rotting wood, rather than majestic 
panoramas, and you can see that she 
was drawn into the minutiae of nature 
that most people never see - - the tiny 
world of nooks and crannies and deep 
fissures, the contrast of shadow and 
light. In a sense you could say that the 
river is in these photographs, with its 
unpredictable and tumultuous turns 
and eddies, quiet and raucous passages. 
Nature is very much present in each of 
her pieces. 


Consuela was inspired to take up 
photography at age 15, when a single 
image grabbed hold of her and 
wouldn’t let go - - a rough boatman 
with pool cue in hand and a cigarette 
dangling from his lips, framed by the 
doorway of an Idaho bar. There was 
something about the composition, the 
evening golden hour lighting, that 
made the image seem painterly. It was 
then and there that she decided to 
become a _ photographer. Consuela 
would later study photography at the 
University of Utah, which undoubtedly 
gives her work a_ professional 
underpinning. 


Consuela generously agreed to grant 
me the following interview, which will 
lift the veil on these sumptuous 


images. 


JM: Thank you, Consuela, for being 
with me today. As I always like to do, 
let me start at the beginning. You were 
raised in the West, working the rapids 
for your family business. Were you 
always a risk taker growing up? 


CHC: I'm not sure how much I'm really 
a risk taker, at least not in all things. 
Socially I feel very reserved, especially 
in crowds of people. I'm the opposite 
of a risk taker when I'm with people. 
Most of my risk taking growing up was 
because of a need to rebel against 
authority. It was a means of keeping 
from sinking into despair. Even when 
running rivers, my kayaking friends in 
Colorado would pull bait and switch 
moves to get me to run Class IV and V 
whitewater with them. They'd call me 
on the phone asking if I wanted to do 
the Class III-I[V run and then when I 
get there, they say that they decided to 
do the more technical run instead. But 
then I have done very scary things such 
as climbing down a glacier in Montana 
without the right equipment. I lost my 
footing and started sliding out of 
control. My foot broke the surface of 
the crusty snow before I would have 
careened to my death onto the jagged 
talus slope below. It was incredible 
luck that I didn't die that day. 


JM: I’d say that qualifies you as a 
Class V risk taker. White water rafting 
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is a fun, explosive, dynamic pursuit. 
Such adjectives could also describe 
your photographic work. Do you make 
a connection between the thrill of 
rafting and the energy you display in 
your work? 


CHC: I think all that we are is 
connected, from our inner feelings to 
the experiences with people and events 
in the outside world. I think it's 
difficult to be creative if you wall off 
different parts of yourself and the 
world. 


JM: Agreed. One of the most striking 
things about your work is the intensity 
of your colors. But they are not a 
chaotic blend, but rather carefully 
matched and harmonious hues. And 
where there are bold contrasts of color, 
they nonetheless seem very 
complimentary and _ voluptuous. To 
what do you attribute your love affair 
with color? 


CHC: I grew up near desert climates 
such as those of Southern Utah and the 


higher altitude 
deserts in Western 
Colorado. The colors 
at certain times of the 
day are bright with 
contrasts of red cliffs 
with deep blue sky 
and deep green 
bushes. I also think 
that Photoshop plays 
a part. I like to play 
with the functions of 
PS much the same 
way I loved playing 
with those on analog 
sound — synthesizers, 
such as my Mini 
Moog and my Synthi 
A Briefcase. I love 
turning the knobs and 


controls to the 
extreme, then 
backing off to 
something more 
tasteful. I do the 


in PS 
contrast and color saturation and the 
ability to choose my hues. 


same but with elements of 


JM: Your eye sees discrete details that 
most people would surely miss. You 
train your close-up lens on patterns 
and textures that are _ simply 
spectacular. Where does this sensitivity 
come from? 


CHC: As early as the age of 14, I was 
taking LSD and going to rock concerts 


with light shows with all sorts of 
psychedelic visuals. I was also 
introduced to abstract artists at the 
University of Utah where I went to 
school. And then of course running 
desert rivers turned me on to the bright 
colors and textures in canyon walls 
against deep blue skies, as well as 
sunsets and other bright contrasting 
colors. My experience running rivers 
was in a way very spiritual. 


JM: You’ve mentioned that your photos 
express your emotionalism. You were in 
a performance art group in Colorado, 
and you’re an accomplished writer and 
poet. Your written work is no less 
emotional than your visual work, and 
you express these strong emotions with 
a certain flair - - a certain abandon. 
Did the river bring out this no-holds 
barred approach? 


CHC: Not until you mention it here. I 
think there is some connection. I was 
very good at reading current so that I 
could flow with it in order to co-opt its 
power and momentum. This was 
important because I was never really 
very strong physically. A practitioner 
of jiu-jitsu uses the power and 
momentum of his opponent against 
him. I sort of do the same with the 
river. My life growing up was filled 
with extreme events that were very 
emotional. 


Somewhere, somehow, I learned how 


hy} f ve 


to flow with my emotions in a stream 
of consciousness that uses their power 
in a process of creative expression, sort 
of going with the flow of my emotions. 
The group I was with was a rock group 
that sort of evolved into a performance 
group. That was in Salt Lake City, UT. 


JM: What common themes, if any, do 


you see appearing in your performance © 


art, photography and writing? 


CHC: I think there are common 
elements and themes in my work with 
music, poetry and visual arts. The 
same textures, forms and colors in art 
can also be found in music. Learning 
to play synthesizers allowed me to 
experiment with 


harmonic structures of overtones and 


sound color and } 
texture. Coloring in sound are the | 


of Detroit, where you _ discovered 
beauty amongst the decay and 
deterioration. How did you come to see 
these things, when most of the world 
would look the other way in disgust? 


CHC: I drove most of the night to ge 


- 


undertones and pitch, that give it the = 


color and the characteristics that your 


ear uses to hear the difference between J} 


different sounds. The textures in sound 


come from rhythm, modulation and # 
attack. So when I got serious about 
photography, I started picking up these § 


same elements of color and texture. A fp 


lot of my poetry can also be seen as | 


abstract. Instead of literal 


representations, it deals with the less § 


tangible aspects of what I'm writing 
about that are more of an internal 
experience. 


JM: Before starting graduate school in 
Michigan, you explored the inner city 


to my new home just outside of 
Detroit. The next morning, my partner 
woke up for work to a clock radio. The 
station was WDET, the public station 
of Detroit. It was playing NPR's 
Morning Edition. That very morning, 


a group of photographers that received 
a grant to shoot pictures of buildings 
falling apart from years of neglect. 
They blew the pictures up to mural size 
and posted them all over Detroit with 
the caption reading, "Demolished by 
Neglect." The overall goal was to bring 


attention to plight of Detroit. So one of 
the things I did my first week there 
was to drive into Detroit with my 
camera. The forms and textures were 
perfect. I loved the abstract pictures I 
got but some of the people I showed 
them too were offended. They were of 
course, white people who lived in the 
clean well-kept suburbs of Detroit. 
What for me was art was for them an 
embarrassment. I think I was tapping 
into some kind of Caucasian guilt 
complex which prevented them from 
appreciating the abstract beauty of the 
images. 


JM: You mentioned some great jazz 
musicians as inspirations for you. Do 
you use the same sort of improvisation 
in your photography? 


CHC: I go into a zone or trance when 
I'm shooting. I think it's similar to what 
musicians go into when they are 
improvising. I used to do it when I 
improvised when playing music. That's 
why I rarely use a tripod. I went out on 
a photo shoot with some people from 
an online meet-up group in Denver Co. 
Most of the other photographers were 
setting up tripods and taking so long to 
set up their shots, trying to get it 
perfect. I handheld my _ camera 
shooting several shots while in my 
zone. I find that trying to reach 
technical perfection gets in the way of 
artist expression. When everyone 
posted their pictures online to share, I 
had far more presentable pics than 
anyone because I had a greater number 
and variety of pictures to choose from. 


Sometimes trying for the perfect 
picture gets in the way of the creative 
process. 


JM: Your sense of composition is quite 
well developed. This is a talent that 
I’m not convinced can be taught. How 
do you balance all of the elements in 
your work? 


CHC: Maybe I'm being self-critical 
here but I'm not sure I balance all the 
elements as well as I'd like. I love what 
I've done over the years, but in the 
future, I want to pay more attention to 
creating more movement. When I was 
doing performance art, I remember 
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coming to the realization that, at a very 
basic level, all art, writing and music is 
a tasteful blend of contrasting 
elements. I blend the textures and 
colors keeping this in mind, as well as 
paying attention to how the images 
affect me physically. If I can feel it in 
my body, then I know I'm on to 
something. Now I think I need to pay 
more attention to form and how it 
creates movement in the image. Some 
of my work does this very well but I 
think I need more improvement. 


JM: Your style is brash, bold and 
certainly intense. Your imagery is 
abstract and textured, but also very 


nuanced to the careful observer. What 
do you hope your audience will take 
away from your work? 


CHC: I just want them to feel 
something about my art. It doesn't have 
to be exactly what I feel when I look at 
them. I look at abstract art as a very 
refined form of Rorschach inkblot 
tests. I hope that they can use my 
abstract art to discover something in 
themselves. I also want them to use my 
art as a catalyst for their own 
creativity, something I think abstract 
art does better than art that is 
representational. I've written an essay 
about this that you might like to 
publish in rez sometime in the future. 


JM: I'd be delighted! Which world has 
the stronger pull on you - - the world 
of visual imagery, or the 
world of words? 


CHC: Neither. I oscillate 
between the two worlds. 


JM: Whats Consuelas 
next creative enterprise? 


CHC: I'd like to refine 
my poetry but I would 
also like to start putting ¥ 
music to my words. In the 
past, I used to be able to § 
sit at a piano and y 
compose melodies. For Fieger 
the past two years I've [ieee 


been writing poetry. I'd like to see if I 
can connect those different parts of my 
brain to write songs. 


JM: Thank you, Consuela, for sharing 
these thoughts about your creative 
process. You’re truly a_ multi- 
disciplinary artist that brings so much 
talent to the table. We look forward to 
hearing some of your musical 


compositions in the future. I urge 
everyone to stop by your gallery to 
experience the breadth of your vision. 
Its a privilege to bring your work to 
the attention of our readers. Thank you 
again. 
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photography 
Jami mills 


You stone silent. I don’t need your echoes 
on the walls of our time together. 
I’m bored with your bellows through the canyons 


between us. The sidewinder — nevermind, 


you'll be gone soon enough reveals I am 
nothing to you, all the history shared — 
nothing. I stand here bared, about to cry. 


Choking on what happened in your heart 


while all this was coming apart. How deep = ® 


the knife cut — how did it feel, how long did 


flects back, such 


a wretched scar, it can never heal or be soothed. 
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ay, to 9 — like love and tr 


Sidewinder 
By Komieésbeeltia 


ou remember the Lady in Black’? 
Y The one who was shot dead on 

board the Carpco Valparaiso 9 by 
an AI on order of the captain? I use her 
to cover, to shield what I have to tell. If 
I would have said Man in Black you 
would have smelled that there is, that 
there must be a second layer. But on a 
lady you surely did not smell anything. 
You might have recognised that she is 
one of 42 recognised lives we all have. 
We yearn for more as never ever it is 
enough, the lives one has. To get a 
43rd, we have to face the Delouser, the 
Catbox, the Automat, the Birdland, the 
Sheepdip, or say at the Federal Bureau 
of Termination “I Weep-No-More’”; 
even whispering “Why Worry?” 
works. In fact, it is not the words you 
say, it is the thought using the official 
term that you enter the “Ethical 
Suicide Studios.” To let one of our 
lives die is as hard as dying yourself. 


You think you have only one life - - 
this life. 


I sadly have to keep you this way in 
Believe. It is not allowed to tell you the 
ultimate truth in rez Magazine of this 
year, a year quite a reasonable time 
span away before the Cleft takes place. 
But there is another point: where 
would be the thrill if you would know 
and Believe the truth? Overpopulation 
is a problem in all worlds when death 
has no dominion. It is all known from 
2BRN2B, the story by Kurt Vonnegut 
written in 1962. As a historian, I live in 


your times. I try to act as you do when 
you enter the land of the Sands, where 
beautiful women and strong men live 
in the tradition of Nefertiti, or when 
you head to the Kingdom of Sands to 
hunt (I leave it open for what you hunt 
there). For each operation you need a 
life story. 42 alts, believe me, is not 
that many, at least after a while, when 
you get bored with a not-so-well- 
running life. Some readers may nod; 
they head already toward this limit. In 
your time, you are lucky. The 
administration does not care much if 
you have an army of alts. So why to 
feel sorry for the Lady in Black? 
Because she stood once for me upright 
in life as “a Believer,” believing that 
our world is safe and is running 
smoothly. 


I thought long about whether I should 
tell you your future, of course using 
words you can easily follow. I need 
one month in your time, that’s like an 
eternity, but now I tell. You can, you 
must change your life! I see myself 
speaking like Jesus. No one really 
believed him, saying there is more joy 
in heaven for one sinner moving to the 
path of truth than for 1,000 bored and 
lazy hanging around entities - - a bored 
army of alts? You laugh at my humour? 
You may, but when you see why that’s 
the case, then you’d better not eat 
anything, as you might vomit when 
facing the abyss you are heading to. 


If you have read the story The 
Swimmer in rez Magazine, you know I 
am now on board a sailing ship right 
now passing the Tansee Gate. I shall 
tell you more about the life on such a 
boat. You know the captain told me 
that I am a swimmer, putting me in a 
place outside the rule of 42. To be 
official, “The Act of 42” is invalid for 
me. He said I am human. Before this, I 
thought of course I was human, just 42 
times in parallel. 42 times running in 
the Draft Universe - - each life 
capsulated. From time to time, the 
administration places the nuggets 
you’ve prepared for your departure to a 
new life inside the servers, so a 
meeting of lives belonging to the same 
cluster becomes more likely. Art Blue 
was in your time a bit dramatic in his 
stories, as he speaks of a worldartificer 
who does the game design, but mostly 
such a person is quite bored and clicks 
here and there, sneaks in the files, 
waits for the queue matching on a LOL 
game started, plays some hearthstone 
cards at battle.net and gets angry when 
- - let me switch in my time - - the 
mother calls “dinner is ready! Don't sit 
so long in your computer.” Yes it 1s “in 
the computer” in my time. The mother 
is an acronym for monitor of 
triangulated health end rescue - - you 
can simple say an AI. Find out the 
name of the AI. Turn on the music I’ve 
found for you at 
https://youtu.be/zmUJLdpBw0Ow. Read 
the comments when you listen to the 


tunes so loud that your mother shouts, 
“THAT’S TOO LOUD!” 


Welcome. This is Central Control. We 
decide what’s good for you ... 


We are only free in our thoughts 
And what we feel in our hearts 
We can never be torn apart 
We'll always be autonomous 


How can you still think it perverse 
When a greater good is being served? 
Everyone please pay attention 

Reality's your own invention 

Safety in sameness; why go and blame 
us? 

We're not mistaken; you'll be happier 
this way 


Listen to me 

Feel how I feel 
Just see what I see 
Nothing is real 


Lyrics and song: Informatik’ - 
Autonomous (Constant Surveillance 
Revision) 


Art Blue wrote on the déja vu effects 
extracted by the Newton Institute out 
of afterlife regression experiences to 
make you Believe you are human and 
autonomous - - in each life conscious, 
just separated as good as technology 
allows. Now I know the 42 lives are 
simulated ones kept alive by game 
designers for the long gone ones. The 


Lady in Black looks now just like 
software, just a keyboard puppet you 
may say in your times, as you don’t 
care about your so-called virtual life. 
You are still before the times where 
your analogue sensors will be replaced 
by digital ones, as they are so much 
better. 


20/80 


The first step is the 20/80 society you 
are heading to. 20% actives and 80% 
in social care. Be an entrepreneur, a 
pathfinder, an early bird and take your 
chance to become a 20. Then you are 
closer to get on the 42-track for a 
sponsored afterlife. This your 
followers have been thinking about for 
a long time. As I am a historian, I 
know it. It became the global thinking. 
I looked back at my ancestors, of 
course a 20 in the line to the future. 
You think I fantasize just to scare you? 
I don’t. Of course I know you need 
proof. You need to speak French or 
German to get it in the original cut. 
The city of the 20/80 called Trepalium 
was transmitted in the year 2016 on 
Arte TV, which runs in French and 
German to bring things of the future in 
art and science, usually discussed in 
small circles, to the masses. There are 
some teasers on YouTube, like this one 
where kids with a handicap get 
selected for a grant to join a special 
college https://youtu.be/jLsnUWv3dCk 


Water is crucial in Trepalium. 
Aquaville is the company at Trepalium 
that has the key for water in hand. 
Have I once been one of the 80, of the 
unemployed ones, you may ask? Have 
I seen it with my own eyes? My 
answer is yes. My attempts to find 
work, paid work, were about to eat me 
up. Luckily, I became a historian just 
in time, so I know Trepalium comes 
from Tripalium. I searched sources you 
can literally feel what being eaten up 
by repetitive daily work brings to your 
life and how easily you oversee the 
need for - - let’s stay in the picture - - 
for fresh and crystal clear water. Be 
aware and move to a part of your 
country or a place on Earth where 
natural water is still available for all - - 
and for free. Then the machines 
keeping you alive get their basic food, 
and the sunshine you need and the 
power of wind. Soon I will bring you 
back to sailing, to the open shores. 
Before I do, just check out what the 
deeper picture of Tre- or Tripalium 
means by watching a movie made by 
Benjamin Bulidon, who graduated with 
this work at Aries school of Lyon - - to 
be seen at Vimeo 
https://vimeo.com/131360947. — Also, 
the making of it is important as you get 
an idea how such a machinima has 
been made in your time 
https://vimeo.com/131360946. In my 
time, an AI does it. So even in the 
creative business, you find not many in 
the future who can say “I am a 20.” 
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Tripalium 


I am sorry if I bore you to death, as 
you might prefer to hear the story I 
announce which lies far ahead in the 
future. But soon you will understand 
that there is a bridge for a very few in 
your time to head into the future - - to 
become a 20. So let me restart my 
Story. 


The Holo Deck 


You read the subtitle, The Holo Deck, 
and you grin. Nothing to believe, just 
entertainment you expect. Wrong! 
Deadly wrong! Indeed there was not 
the sign on the door, “Holo Deck,” as I 
walked along the sailing boat and came 
to this door. It was marked, “Security 
Zone - - No Entrance Without 
Authorization.” I am a swimmer. I 
learn fast. I don’t need = any 
authorization, so I entered and looked 
around. The room was big, gigantic, it 
spanned a few decks of the sailing 
boat, but the room was empty, totally 
empty. Just lines on the floor and walls 
and ceiling, markers like in a grid. It 
would have made sense to have such a 
room in a space freighter, but such a 
cargo room of this size would never be 
empty. I understood the owner does not 
need the money, he can leave the cargo 
room empty and no one ever would 
blame him for this. It’s his money to 
waste, I thought, and left. 


I had already forgotten this when some 
weeks later the inspection came. A 


needleship on intersection. One from 
the A/gebraist. Built as outlined there. 
Ian Banks is still a good read in my 
time. And there I saw her, saw her 
again, the Lady in Black, the dead one. 
She wore her badge, the d@t for 
dreamhack and a necklace in silver 
with numbers. In this moment, I didn’t 
wonder about the numbers I saw. You 
know women and their ways of 
dressing remain a mystery over time. 
Her eyes widened when she saw me, so 
I was sure it was her. But she said no 
words, so I also kept my mouth shut. 


As the inspection team, the needleship, 
was detected by our sensor, they went 
on alert and I thought, “What the heck 
happens now? Do we need to arm our 
vessel?” But I was told the alert is for 
the kitchen. For the kitchen? You may 
wonder. Look, you have no idea of 
future times. Just think deeper. What 
shall the administration do when it 
inspects, as all the hard stuff is done by 
an AI they carry with them? Yes, they 
eat - - much and good. Better very 
much and very good so they are tired 
afterwards. This way, time runs 
smoothly and if you are lucky they 
need to leave in a hurry to get to the 
next slot, the next victim and dare him 
if his cuisine is not exquisite. 


My thoughts went back to old stories I 
found in your times entitled, “What To 
Do When the Tax Inspector Comes?” 
The inspector gets nothing from 


getting more taxes out on you, but if he 
can eat and drink. Then, yeah, things 
run smoothly - - the same for the 
sailors on board, as good code is 
expensive. Payment by the government 
is never high. You know. No need to 
say more. You may say the drinks are 
the important part - - some old whiskey 
to offer - - but sadly not. The law does 
not allow the effects of alcohol, so you 
can drink and drink and it is like water 
in your veins. Have you noticed I write 
code not meat or chicken or salmon or 
lasagne to smoothen the shock for you 
that soon you have to face? 


TR440 


But horror - - pure horror - - came up 
in our on-board restaurant. All the 
delicacies prepared, but ignored by the 
inspection team. Unfriendly like a 
TR440. Not the 1968 Dodge Charger 
you find at http://tr440.com. The 
saying comes from a computer system 
in Germany built in the 70th. On a 
TR440, a slash missing - - job aborted! 
A parameter set in integer instead of in 
real - - job aborted! Ten minutes of 
CPU time granted but you run over to 
11 - - job aborted! All for nothing! A 
day wasted (if lucky, half a day) 
getting the job to run again. Batch 
technology, all the code on punched 
cards. The Telefunken TR440 
mainframe was a milestone in German 
computer technology. How do I know 
this? I read the biography of Ervare. 


He was working in his high school 
time on such a computer. The only 
German mainframe ever made by a 
company called Telefunken. Long gone 
to dust. But the Phoenix effect you 
know. Old things come back in time, 
just different. The artistic 
representation of such doings is called 
retrofuturism. A big impact in game 
design. When you are one of the 300 
attacking Calyptica Prime, you literally 
feel as though you’re a Spartan. There 
is a simulator existing, coded in your 
time - - to be precise in mid-2016 - - by 
Rainard Buchmann, a retired TR440 
system engineer, so I know it is all true 
what I tell you. I let my AI test and run 
the simulator. An owl, of course. What 
else! I asked him how he felt as he ran 
through the old code. He said history 
has to be rewritten, like for the Battle 
of Thermopylae, and I was all ears. 
Who does not want to be a winner in 
the time lottery to travel back and 
watch the grand battle between King 
Leonidas of Sparta and the Persian 
forces led by Xerxes? The inventor of 
“the mouse” is not Douglas Carl 
Engelbart! It is Telefunken, who called 
the mouse “Rollkugel” (rolling ball). 
The Rollkugel was attached to a SIG- 
100 cathode ray tube and connected to 
the TR440 by a_ TR86_ satellite 
computer. I know many readers of rez 
Magazine are Americans, so proof 
shall be http://oldmouse.com written 
by Donna Hyora from Missoula, 
Montana. 


https://www.linkedin.com/in/donna- 
hyora-79253615 


way!” was the answer of the Lady in 
Black, showing her counterstrike face 


So let it be “as unfriendly as a TR440.” 
The Lady in Black shouted, “Show us 
Jami! And to make it even more 
unfriendly, NOW!” The captain was 
calmer as calm. “Here is the TR86 


replica. Feel free to connect with the 
mother,” and he gave the chief of 
inspection a sort of access code. “No 
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and glancing at me. At me! Everyone 
saw it. She was addressing me. But I 
had it harder in my life. I was not born 
as a cherished artist. I had to make my 
way up and out of the 80, the masses. I 
know how to treat them all, gallerists, 
collectors, wanna be collectors or even 
groupies, and of course, the tax 


inspector insulting me. I work for 
black money! 


So I looked interested on 
the interface and said, “Oh, 
is there a technical glitch 
with the Rollkugel?” “The 
what?” she shouted and 
turned red as it was obvious 
she had no clue about 
history and the impacts on 
the future. I knew. I could 
smell that our on-board AI - 
- the Lady in Black got her 
name, Jami, from the ship 
records - - was much more 
advanced than the ones this 
inspection team was used to 
seeing. They wanted to spy 
on unpaid taxes (missing 
insurances also came to my 
mind) and use a security 
inspection as a cover. But 
the Lady went on like she 
was now in command and 
said, “The room, the room 
of the AI.” The captain 
shook his head, “You'll find 
nothing there. Isn’t The 
Egg always the same? The 
Lady in Black repeated, “The room! 
The room NOW!” and she opened a 
file where she pointed and this time I 
turned red, then pale. Luckily, the 
captain slapped my back with this hand 
and I coughed, “Oh, the redfish. There 
was a fish bone in it, thanks. Luckily 
now it is gone.” 


On hearing this, the chief inspector 
said, “Redfish? You serve redfish? The 
original one?” and the captain said, 
“Want to try?” but the Lady slammed 
his side so hard with her elbow that he 
squealed. I could not believe what I 
saw, but the inspector turned and said, 
“Sure. Sure work comes first’ and they 
headed with the captain to the 
designated AI room. I knew things 
would end badly, as it was the room I 
was in a few days ago and it was 
empty. The big hall, as I said - - the 
empty one. I knew the law required an 
AI for safety. If the handmade code 
produced a severe failure, the AI would 
step in. You may know in your times 
there are stories about Steampunk, 
where in the future mankind travels to 
the stars and some use old Victorian 
technology for their enjoyment. There 
were Steampunk festivals in your time, 
so you shall easily get the idea. It 1s 
similar with a sailor, just for safety the 
AI stays always on alert to take over. A 
captain or a sailor of course is proud 
when he never has to switch the AI on 
or let such an emergency happen so 
that the AI decides to take over. 


Goodbye Shining Blackstar 


I was about to face the fact that our 
spaceship would be confiscated and 
my journey in a safe place would come 
to an end when I saw to my wonder 
and disbelief the inspection vessel 
disembarking. They left and jumped on 


hypernet. Gone 

simply gone. How 
could it be? There was 
no AI on board, not 
there in the room I had 
been in, and I felt quite 
sure nowhere else. I 
could not wait. I needed 
to know. I rushed to the 
room and my heart 
raced. I opened the 
door. The captain stood 
there having a TI 99/4 
keyboard and a piece of 
wrapped up linen 
folded in his hand. The 
room was packed with 
equipmen made by the 
most expensive 
manufacturers of 
retrofurniture. I saw a 
store with endless rows 
for spare parts needed 
for long distance space 
travel, even Raymond 
Kurzweil, the 
Gravitation boots. And 
in the middle of the 
room there was “The 


Egg.” 


The Egg always looks 
the same - - same size, 
same picture, same 
outlet. As a historian, I 
know no one can 
explain when and why 
it became tradition to 


let an AI look like an egg. Conferences 
have been set up and never ending 
talks between historians believe it was 
designed in times when Art Blue lived 
in Italy. “We have an Egg? Where does 
it suddenly come from?” I stumbled. 


“From him” he pointed to the wrapped 
up linen and unfolded it. It was long 
but rather small in size - -about 4 
meters long and | meter wide. Later I 
found out it was 4.4 x 1.1 meters (14.3 
x 3.7 feet). There was a sort of Blue 
Ghost particle texture that literally was 
drifting out of it with sparkles of white 
and black. It created Presence, the 
Presence that James K. Morrow 
described in 1981 as the 4th dimension 
of simulation. A shroud. The shroud of 
Art Blue? The captain nodded as it did 
not need any words for asking. I have 
seen this picture before in a machinima 
by Serge} Eisenstein called 

Goodbye Shining Blackstar - 
https://youtu.be/c1097zQ09ag - and 
now I know: "History is the only 
science that counts, as all secrets lie in 
the past." 


Editor’s Note: Goodbye Shining 
Blackstar was also filmed by 
WizardOz Chrome, and it can be found 
on YouTube at 
https://youtu.be/oqlaBdK w6mk // 


Transfiguration 


by Julianna Juliesse 


Says Lust to Prudence 

Fire flays your long-ingrained frozen restraint, 
Burning eyes play upon your marble skin. 

The sky melts into sticky Indian paint, 


To bear witness to your deadly sin. 


This is where your new life begins. 


Casting aside stiff lace and worn linen, 


Hurling yourself to the sun in abandon. 


Says Prudence to Lust 

First the ice cracked into silver shards, 
Armor falling from my core in pieces. 
It tumbled like a house of cards, 


Unleashing me reborn to the bare breezes. 


This is where my old life ceases. 


I give myself freely, the chrysalis gone— 


Flesh melded to flesh, transformed saints. 


The Most Seductive 
Thing I Wrote Today 
by Mariner Trilling 


photo by bolshevixen 


Our eyes meet in passing as strangers and in 
the first taste of that moment 
a deluge washes us from the secure rocky shore into 


a tempest of wishes, dreams and fantasies. 


We struggle against currents of images revealing skin, 


sounds of pleasure and rhythmic motions. 


For an instant lifetime, we surrender to visions of our 


bodies entwined and awash in kisses. 


After an eternal second, our souls swim with all 
our strength back to that rocky shore, 


where we pass as strangers to meet nevermore. 
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glamorous. Beautiful, often 

voluptuous slaves flitting around in 
shimmering, barely concealing silks 
serving masters paga or wine on 
alluring widely parted knees, lush lips 
pouting and _ long-lashed — eyelids 
fluttering over vibrant enchanting eyes, 
or perhaps suggestively dancing - - 
seductively writhing in the sands with 
bells tied around their ankles ringing 
and long luxuriant hair, wildly flowing. 
Eroticism permeates the room. The 
atmosphere is torrid and sensual. Hints 
of possible sexual encounters abound. 
Thus, it’s littke wonder why numerous 
folks, men particularly, for one reason, 
and women for another, are attracted to 
this virtual world - - Gor, the fictional 
counter-Earth created 50 years ago by 
a college professor in a long series of 
novels that have sold millions of 
copies. To be sure, this 1s what a casual 
visitor to Gor will often witness, and 
undoubtedly such scenarios are a vital 
part of what it takes to be a Gorean 
female slave, or kajira. But there is 
much more to Gorean enslavement, 
even if it is not often or convincingly 
roleplayed. 


[: Second Life, it can all look so 


We Gorean slaves actually play a much 
more central role in Second Life than 
that depicted in the Gorean saga 
novels, where the proportion of slaves 
is significantly less. Although in most 
instances appropriately following our 
prescribed subservient and deferential 


roles, we are paradoxically deceptively 
dominant, for without us Second Life 
Gor would not exist. Aside from quite 
often being the center of attention, we 
are the reason why many people come 
to Gor. Rare indeed is a Gorean sim 
that is able to exist without us, and 
perhaps none ever has. And yet the 
way most of us_ slaves portray 
ourselves in Second Life is 
disappointingly one-dimensional. To 
fully understand what I mean, 
however, one must possess some 
knowledge of Gor. 


For many, Gor is a strange, if not 
forbidden cult-like place, which I 
vividly recall several friends warning 
me to avoid; therefore, for those 
readers who are as unfamiliar with Gor 
as I once was, it may be helpful to 
briefly explain exactly what it is. 


Gor in Second Life follows the 
template created by Dr. John Frederick 
Lange, an 84-year-old philosophy 
professor who wrote a long series of 
sci-fi, adventure novels about Gor 
under the pseudonym John Norman, 
starting in 1966 with Tarnsmen of Gor 
and continuing to June of this year, 
when Plunder of Gor, the 34th in the 
series, iS scheduled for publication. 
Most of the books center around the 
character of Tarl Cabot, who was 
abducted from Earth and brought to the 
Gor, a planet which is very much like 
Earth, although smaller and thus with 


less gravity, and because it rotates 
around the precise opposite side of the 
sun, it is never seen. There he is joined 
with his father and trained to become a 
warrior. The books are a_seemly 
endless saga of Tarl’s exploits, which 
take him to the varying regions of Gor, 
ranging from the frigid northern arctic 
to the steaming jungles and 
oppressively hot deserts, often in the 
service or defense of the Priest-Kings, 
huge, extremely intelligent, insect-like 
creatures - - think of a praying mantis - 
- who rule the planet. 


foreign sounding language, these 
transplants are sometimes central 
characters in the novels. Weaponry 1s 
primitive, kept so by the Priest-Kings, 
as is much of their agriculture and 
industry, and yet there are 
extraordinarily advanced medicines 
and healing techniques, two of which 
have particular application to female 
slaves. Most remarkably, Goreans can 
avoid the effects of aging by taking 
what is called a stabilization serum. It, 
along with slave wine, is quickly 
administered to arriving barbarians. 


But there is much more to Gorean enslavement, 


even if it is not often or convincingly roleplayed. 


Gorean civilization is _ essentially 
medieval, and dress and customs are 
not very different. Men are the 
dominant sex, and even free women 
must be deferential to them, except in 
rare instances where a woman may 
become an Ubara and rule a city. Many 
females are either bred or captured into 
slavery, some abducted from Earth like 
Cabot and transported in silver space 
ships to Gor, where they are promptly 
collared and branded. The brand 1s 
commonly the letter kef, a rather floral 
“k” standing for kajira. Referred to as 
barbarians, who initially are unable to 
comprehend or read the strange and 


Slave wine prevents pregnancy, which 
is imperative since female slaves must 
often serve in her master’s furs, which 
is to say yield fully and unequivocally 
to his sexual needs. This, of course, 1s 
but one facet of a kajira’s life, as I 
learned after I was brought from my 
earthen home and a collar placed 
around my neck. 


Under Gorean laws, a_ kajira is 
property. She has no legal rights 
whatsoever. She is no different from 
livestock. She can be bought, sold, 
punished, and even killed by her owner 
with impunity. She cannot own 


anything, not even her own name, 
which can be changed at the whim of 
her owner, or most likely when she is 
sold to another. From the time she is 
born, or as in my case collared and 
branded, she learns that her only 
aspirational role in life is to be utterly 
obedient and pleasing. This mandate 
does not just apply to her interactions 
with her master or mistress, but 
extends as well to any free person, 
regardless of high or low caste, 
although paramount obedience is 
always owed to her owner. In fact, 
other free persons can have unfettered 
use of a slave, even as far as raping 
and punishing her, although under 
Gorean law compensation may be due 
to her owner if she is damaged or 
disfigured. This is one area where 
Second Life often deviates from the 
script, as a number of kajirae will often 
have “no rape,” “no disfigurement,” or 
“no hair cutting” listed in_ their 
profile’s Roleplay Limits. The other is 
the much more narrow focus of 
Slavery, which usually revolves around 
serving food and more often beverages 
to the free in inns and taverns. 


Gorean slavery has many facets in the 
Norman books, very few of which are 
replicated in Second Life, which is 
unfortunate. Mostly all Second Life 
slaves recreate being pleasure slaves, 
for which they cannot be blamed. 
These are girls specially trained in the 
arts of pleasing a master, not only with 


respect to serving, but also pleasuring 
him sensually, visually, and 
intellectually. Indeed, I am a pleasure 
slave, and I even teach a Pleasure Silk 
course at the Gorean University, which 
is owned by my Master, Black Ort. 
And yet there is a wide variety of slave 
types in Gor, ranging from house 
Slaves, bath slaves, lure girls, tower 
slaves, tavern slaves, on one hand, to 
lower forms of slavery, such a mill, 
mine, camp, pot, or kettle and mat 
slaves, on the other hand. Some slaves, 
usually former free women, have 
abilities in law, medicine, map making, 
or writing, having been once members 
of either the Caste of Physicians or 
Scribes. Regrettably, very few of these 
types are ever adopted by most of us in 
Second Life. Were that done, there 
would be so much more diversity in 
our roleplay, which would perhaps 
engender even more participation in 
our virtual world. 


Undoubtedly, it is up to those of us 
who choose to be Gorean slaves to 
embrace these other roles and employ 
them in our roleplay. Even pleasure 
slaves, such as I, can do far more to 
develop creative roleplay. Although 
trained primarily to serve our masters 
with both exquisite sensual beauty and 
utmost obedience, we are still subject 
to the mundane’ drudgery’ of 
enslavement. Accordingly, we can use 
what are other aspects of slavery 
depicted in the novels and amplify our 


roleplay, thereby making our world 
more interesting and inviting. 


Take, for example, what would be a 
typical day for me were I to engage in 
more varied and multifaceted roleplay 
by re-creating more _ fully § and 
accurately how the role of a Gorean 
slave is described in the novels: 


Most mornings I awake before my 
Master. But notwithstanding that I may 
have a day full of chores ahead, I 
cannot yet rise from the white fur rug 
on which I sleep at the foot of his bed 
until he awakens and unlocks the leash 
chaining my collar to the iron slave 
ring firmly mounted on the footboard. 
Although surely unconcerned that I 
would ever run away - - runaway 
slaves are easily caught and then either 
hamstrung or killed - - my Master 
insists on securing me each night 
before we retire; even on _ those 
splendid occasions when I am 
permitted to share his furs and spend 
the entire night sleeping beside him, I 
am tethered to the headboard’s slave 
ring. He has explained to me that he 
does this so that, even in my dreams, I 
never for a moment lose sight of the 
fact that I am his property and not free. 


Once unleashed, I rise to my knees at 
my Master’s feet to bid him good 
morning, kneeling in what is called the 
pleasure silk position or nadu, which 
means that my thighs are spread 


widely apart, and my back is straight 
and slightly arched, all intended to best 
display my feminine charms. I 
naturally await rising until he gives me 
permission, after which I usually slip 
on a camisk, which is a poncho style 
garment slit on both sides with a large 
opening for the head with a tightly tied 
cord around the waist, usually 
fashioned from some clingy material, 
such as rep cloth, and hemmed just 
slightly below the groin and buttocks. 
Silk versions also exist, but for chores, 
I as most slaves prefer the more 
serviceable rep cloth or burlap. Unless 
my Master has pressing business or 
plans to meet friends at the Inn, I hurry 
to prepare him a light breakfast, 
usually some buttered and honeyed 
bread. Unlike Earth, coffee is rarely, if 
ever, served. For one thing, it does not 
really exist in Gor, and the closest we 
have is something called black wine, 
which is a strong, flavorful brew 
similar to espresso. For another thing, 
black wine comes only from _ the 
mountainous region of Thentis, and it 
is a rare, pricey commodity in other 
parts of Gor. 


My day truly begins once my Master 
leaves, for then I am occupied with the 
potpourr1 of domestic chores - - 
housekeeping, laundry, ironing, food 
shopping, and the like. But keep in 
mind, Gorean society is for the most 
part archaic and primitive, and despite 
the remarkable medical and scientific 


advancements permitted by the Priest- 
Kings, there are no such things as 
washing machines, vacuum cleaners, 
dishwashers, or anything like them. 
For that matter, even running water is a 
luxury. Although my Master is 
wealthy, his residence is without it, 
which means that I have to lug 
bucketfuls of water from a nearby 
stream whenever I need to scrub the 
floors, which are invariably often 
soiled from his muddy boots and 
sandals, wash dishes, or prepare a bath. 
Similarly, laundry is done kneeling 
beside the stream with a _ metal 
washboard, much in the same way it 
has been for centuries and still is in 
third-world countries. You can only 
begin to imagine what a shock it was 
to this 21st Century, formerly urban 
professional woman to find herself 
huddled streamside along with other 
slaves washing their masters’ heavy 
garments. Nevertheless, this is how I 
usually spend the first part of my day 
several times a week. The opportunity 
to gossip, however, does alleviate 
some of the humiliation that I still 
cannot help feeling. 


Usually I prefer getting the laundry out 
of the way on the days it needs to be 
done, so after my Master leaves, that is 
the first task to which I attend. Then, 
after hanging the wet clothes outside to 
dry, I go back to the stream to fetch 
two buckets of water, some of which I 
use to scrub pots and wash dishes from 


the prior evening’s dinner. Shopping 
for food usually comes next. Even this 
is tedious. Needless’ to _ say, 
supermarkets do not exist, and one is 
compelled to make numerous stops at 
the butcher, baker, grocer, and the 
other small shops in the market. 
Besides slaves, free woman also shop 
for food, which means that whenever 
one comes into a store, even well after 
my arrival, she is served first. There 
have been times when I have spent 
well over an hour (in Gor that is called 
an “ahn’’) in a shop as a procession of 
free women came to shop. That aside, 
the most cumbersome part is that, as a 
slave, I am forbidden to touch money; 
therefore I string a small leather pouch 
containing my Master’s copper coins 
around my neck, hanging just above 
my cleavage, and the particular 
merchant withdraws the presumably 
correct amount as I lean forward to 
offer it to him, his fingers not 
uncommonly fondling me in_ the 
process. It is during those moments 
that I fleetingly envy the slaves of 
peasants, for at least they can pick their 
owners’ vegetables, butcher meat, and 
gather vulo eggs, but needless to say, 
that feeling does not last past my 
leaving the shop. 


I carry home all of the day’s purchases 
in a large wicker basket and set them 
out in the kitchen. Since there is no 
refrigeration, even if I could manage to 
carry more in my basket, it is necessary 


that I carefully limit what I buy, and 
thus rarely a day passes when I do not 
have to trek to the market for 
something. By this time, the clothes 
are usually dry. Gorean air is sparkling 
clean, most likely due to the absence of 
industry and automobiles, and _ the 
planet is closer in proximity to the sun, 
so everything usually dries rather 
quickly. I usually try to get the ironing 
out of the way before I begin to 
prepare my Master’s dinner. Ironing is 
ironing no matter where one lives, and 
I hardly know of a single person who 
enjoys it. But of course on Gor it is 
even more drudgery, for the wood- 
burning stove must first be fired to heat 
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the wedge of literal iron, which weighs 
several pounds, and the between the 
heat of the stove and the weight of the 
iron, the entire process without fail 
feels like a workout. Once the ironing 
is completed and the clothing folded 
and put away, I turn to preparing 
dinner by usually starting those types 
of things, such as soups or stews, that 
take longer to cook. Once those have 
begun, I turn my attention to preparing 
myself for my Master’s arrival. Surely 
it would not be pleasing for him to 
arrive to a grimy, sweaty kajira, and I 
need to clean myself and dress suitably 
for him. On those rare days when I 
have lots of time, I will luxuriate in the 


bathtub, but those are far and few 
between. Thus, I usually end up back 
at the stream to wash. No matter the 
time of the year and how generally 
temperate our climate, the water is 
always cold, but at least it is clean and 
refreshing. The sight of a naked slave 
washing herself is completely 
unremarkable, and I am hardly noticed. 
Cleaning my feet always seems to take 
the longest. Neither shoes nor sandals 
are ever permitted slaves. So the 
bottoms of my feet are unfailingly 
dirty. 


Once home, sensuous silks replace the 
camisk, my long black hair is brushed, 
and my body perfumed, and I finish 
preparing dinner. I actually enjoy this 
part of the day, and although far from 
an accomplished cook, I always try to 
be creative with the meals I put 
together. Come to think of it, this is 
likely the one part of my life where I 
am free to do as I please; thus, I spend 
a considerable amount of time making 
sure that the meal will be a success. 
Perhaps on account of my limited 
options and expectations, it 1s a never 
ceasing joy and feeling’ of 
accomplishment to witness my Master 
satisfied with his dinner. Cleanup is 
always deferred to the next morning, 
since I do not want to take precious 
time away from my Master and must 
focus on devoting myself to his needs. 


The difficult part of my day is over, 


and now my only concern will be 
pleasing my Master. In a sense, this is 
when I first truly act as a pleasure 
slave, which is naturally the time I 
relish. Rarely do I know in advance 
whether we will have a relaxing 
evening lounging at home or if he will 
decide to visit the tavern, where I may 
have to serve not only him but other 
free men as well, as my Master may 
decide, and depending on whether 
there are other slaves present. Twice a 
week, I spend evenings training other 
slaves in the Pleasure Silk class, which 
necessitates squeezing time into my 
busy days to prepare for the classes. 
No matter how full or arduous my day, 
never is it permissible for me to 
complain or suggest that I am tired, for 
I always must be ready to serve my 
Master. 


What many may not realize is how 
close the relationship can develop 
between a master and his slave. Some 
evenings, once his dinner is done, my 
Master will choose to relax and 
converse. These are by far my favorite 
times, for they provide an opportunity 
for us to learn more about one another 
and share our thoughts and concerns. 
The conversations differ, however, 
from what would ordinarily transpire 
between a man and woman, because 
the vast disparity of our respective 
standings in this world permeates our 
relationship. And yet, despite the 
menial and subservient nature of our 


status, intelligence is a much-prized 
commodity in a kajira; thus, for me, 
the key is not so much what I say, but 
how I say it, for I believe that my 
Master, like any skilled Gorean master, 
strives to know everything there is to 


be known about his property. 


“The slave girl is commonly desired 
and prized by her master; she 1s one of 
his treasures. The Gorean master, 
interested in her and attentive to her, 


wants to know everything about her, in 
its complexity and intimacy. He wants 
to know her thoughts, her emotions 
and feelings, in their feminine, lyrical 
detail. Conversing with a lovely slave 
is one of the many pleasures of owning 
her. It is almost impossible for a girl to 
keep her thoughts or feelings from her 
master. He knows her too well.” 
Norman, J., Fighting Slave of Gor 
(1980). 


Conversely, a master will often confide 
in his slave his most private thoughts 
and concerns, knowing well that his 
secrets will be kept, and he may often 
elicit her opinions. 


Truly, it is these moments of tender 
intimacies that I cherish and that bring 


me happiness, for then I can almost 
forget that I am a slave and believe that 
my thoughts are worthwhile, that for a 
moment I am capable of being an equal 
to him. But of course such thoughts are 
short-lived, as it is never possible to 
lose sight of the actual nature of my 
status, something of which there are a 
multitude of reminders - - whether it be 
a simple word or look from my Master, 
the weight of the collar around my 
neck, or the indented flesh of my thigh 
from the brand - - that so quickly 
signify what I am: a Gorean pleasure 
slave. And, despite all the drudgery of 
my day, I would not trade it for 
anything in the world. 
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by Merope Madrigal 


Admiration takes many forms 
and he inspires two or three 
in me. Respiration ups 

the ante, my nostrils 

flare on each inhale 

to catch a whiff 

of pheromones on theatrical 
air, drifted from his 

elegance upon the screen. 


How long has it been 

since my fingers stroked lean 

muscle mass, lightly peppered 

with baby fluff, on twenty-something 

skin? Too long to make it so he'd look 

at me with the same heat I burn 

for him. It's been a decade since 

my silhouette's been reminiscent of a MILF. 


So, here in my mid-life, 
middle-classed existence 

I but sit in squirmed admiration. 

If | squeeze my thighs tight together 
and clench my pelvic floor I can still 
induce youthful responses where it 
matters most and where it 

doesn't matter any more 

how soft my flesh's become. 
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by Flynt Firebrand 


Nothing rots here, 
nothing rusts, 
except artfully, part of the plan 


If Romeo and Juliet fear the dawn, 
it's just a setting in the top nav, 
select dusk, rez the nightingale. 


Or take youthful skin stretched across athletic form— 
it may need replacing for style's sake, 

but mesh doesn't age, 

and prims take no damage from the days. 


Still, time doesn't care whether you can see a clock. 
Keep your paper moon full, 
but somewhere, the tides turn. 


And death still stalks us all, 
as relentlessly and more inevitably 
than Windows 10. 


So, wait. 

Sure, we'll wait, Love. 

But every wait is a race. 

Every wait, every one 

is a wager on a game table we all know 
is scripted to cheat for the house. 
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